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DEEPAVALI or DIWALI has come again bring- 
ing with it light and cheer. 

1A Scuson of happiness. A time to share — give and take. 
Like the, git! on the cover who is symbolically carrying a 
lamp ~ we give and receive happiness and friendship. 


WISHING YOU 
A 
HAPPY 
DIWALI 
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Dear children, 


itis easy or a human-being to share suffer" sorrow or 
happiness with another. tu ever thought of the many 
‘nimals around you. that need your thought and kindness? The 
fttle plants that struggle to grou, ‘and die somewhere along the 
way for want of care? 

You and I have the capacity to help ther gr and live. 
Inyour oun way, wherever you can, help ‘struggling plant grow, 
or spare some affection for an unloved animal. 

For you to voice your pet loves ‘and hates, your opinion, 
your ideos, we had started "View point’ in the September issue. 
We hope you will continue to air. your viewpoints in the forth: 
coming issues. 


With love. 




















IN GOKULAM 


THIS MONTH 



































FATHER OF THE NATION’ 


The man who is known as the father of ovr nation, 
Who worked hard to improve the lot of our Harijans, 
Who drove away people’s fear, 

Who followed the path of non-violence 

Yet fought against injustice tooth and nail 

And faced the cruel consequence 


‘All for his country’s independence, 
Who told us to have complete faith in GOD 


‘Who taught us that service to man is service to GOD 
Who faced the charges of lathi, 
Can only be the great ‘Mahatma Gandhi’ 


Amit Sureka, aged 13. 





Dear Editor, 

Nowadays boys and gitls think a lot 
aboutbeing fashionable. Boys grow their 
hair til their shoulders... Gitls cut their 


long, beautiful hair short... Short hair 
Jooks good on boys and only long hair 
sults gis 






Ranjani aged 13 
Fatima High School, 

Bombay. 

Do you agree, readers? Ed. 


Dear Editor, 

OnJanmashtami Day, while I was on a 
trip around the city, was much surprised: 
to see the poo: people wearing bright 
colourful dresses and enjoying themselves 





on the streets. Little girls and boys were 
busy buying multi-coloured balloons, 





Dear Editor, 

T would like to voice my opinion 
(which I am sure is shared by most of 
the readers) on the existing educational 
policy in the crucial pre-college level 

The ardent desire of any good 
student, istojoina reputed professional 
college, Considering the numerous 
hardships endured bya sincere student, 
{including ‘buming the midnight oil" 


rns 







trend which is very much in vogue) the 
reservation policy forthe professional 
Courses is really discouraging causing 
uncertainty for the future, among the 
student community 

The practice of alloting seats on the 
basis of caste is highly deplorable., To 
luant to improve the standant of educa 
tion of the downtrodden, is indeed 
commendable, But this should not 
deprive the deserving students oftheir 
seats, just becquse they belong to the 
so-called forward’ community 

It would be more loudable to start 
improving the educational standard 
of the socially and economically back 
ward students respective oftheir caste 
corcreed. This would enable llstudenis 
10 compete for these courses armed 
solely with their merit and marks. 

‘Afterall, education isthe fundamental 
right of every individual in democratic 
India, Is it not? peacE 


Kosapet, 
Vellore - 682 001 














Dear Editor, 

‘Weall know thatin the ancient days, 
there were many animals. But many 
of them have become rare, and many 
have become extinct. This s because, 
from the olden days, man has hunted 
‘animals. Thus their population has 
been decreasing, 

When man destroys forests, the 
animals that live there have to run 
‘away, and many die in the process. If 
the process of deforestation continues, 
then the future generations will notbe 
seeing them at al. 

Forests and wildlife are précious to 











tus. Itis our duty to protect them, 
N. Abiramavall, aged 13, 
Narbadadevi Memorial School, 


Hospet, 





whistles, dolls, toys, etc. In the evening, 
many small houses were lt with lights 
and shone as dew drops in the dark leaf 
of the night. It looked as ifthe city had 
come alive with the celebrations. Women. 
‘carrying painted idols of Lord Krishna on 
their heads were on their way home. 
‘They had wished the Lord abright, happy 
birthday. 

But for most of the urban, chzed and 
‘educated people, the day was more a 
holiday than Janmashtami. They slept 
peacefully under their fans on the hot 
day, It was @ day for them to relax — an 
Interval between work, rather than Jan: 
rmashtar 


Prabha G. Krishnan, aged 13 
‘Asia English School, 
‘Ahmedabad. 


Dear Editor, 

Have we ever spared a thought for our 
brothers who long to join usin ourgames, 
butare handicapped physically? Yes, the 
Gutches alone are no support for the 

indicapped child. He craves for recogni: 
“thon of his abilities from the people around 
Him, just lke any other child. 

How we abandon our homework on 
ing ofthe hustle and bustle of acricket 
ich in our locality! The handicapped 


child has greater powers of abstaining 
from whims and fancies. Yet, he is mocked 







ae 
aa 
bee. 


once came upon an inhuman joke in 
2 magazine. It showed a handicapped 
man’s wooden leg being completely 






gnawed over, by termites. Such jokes 
have no useful impact 


R. Prabhu Shree Vigneshwar, 
Coimbatore. 


You are right Prabhu! A handicapped 
child does nogneed sympathy. He just 
needs to be appreciated for the abilities 
he has. Ea. 








} 
WHIRIL-POOL! 
YOU HAVE BEEN SWIMMING WITH 
YOUR FRIENDS IN A LAKE. AND 
SUDDENLY YOU HAVE BEEN 
SUCKED INTO THE CENTRE 
OF A WHIRIEPOOL. YOU ARE 
GOOP SWIMMERS, AND TRY 
” TO SWIM OUT OF IT, THE 
PLAYER WHO ESCAPES 
FROM THE WHIRL:POOL 
FARST, (5 THE WINNER. 
utes 
J. THow si¥ To sraRr, 
EC MWENEVER. NOU THROW ONE: 
OR FIVE, 60 BACK TO 


ANY NUMBER: Ce PAVERS 
CAN PLAY ME GAME 





A a 

njali, and |, Shubhra live in 
Kerala, the State where Vasco De 
Gama first landed when he sailed 
to India. 

When you reach the western 
ghats you find vast stretches of 
green. These are the paddy fields, 
and the coconut palms that Kerala 
is rich in, Our staple food is rice 
and our State is famous for its 
Cardamom, Tea, Coffee and 
Rubber estate’. It can also boast of 
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its Mango Orchards, Black Pepper, 
Cashew and Jack-fruit. The bestl 
mangoes, jackfruit and cashewnuts 
come from my State. 

Once, like other States in our 
country. Kerala, too, was ruled by 





LOe 


fas ~ the Zamorins, the Cochin 
Princes, and the Travancore Kings. 
The armies of these kings were 
welltrained in Kalari payat, the 
martial art of Kerala, Did you know 
that Payat is the parent of Karate 





md-dudo which are so popular 
Joday and that Payatis sil practised 
a few young men and women of 
ala for self-defence, and to keep 
it? 
Our State is also famous forbeing 
home of Kathakalithe colourful 
jance drama, and Mohiniyattam 
fie graceful classical dance form, 
All-the great literature of our 
Jcountry and the world have been 
translated into Malayalam, for, in 
Kerala, almost everyone can read 
‘and write, And we also have many 
of our own great poets and story 
cxriters 
We have many festivals of which 
Four favourite is Vishu. Onam is 
another festival which we love. 
Onam goes on for ten days, and 
on all these days we make 
colourful designs out of flower 
petals on the floor. ‘The Vallom 
Kali or boat-race which is famous 
all over India, is held during this 












poe 4 yeriod, Its thriling tosee the long 





“narrow boats racing past across the 
water 

But we said that our favourite 
festival is Vishu, our New Year's 
Day. It normally falls on April 13th 
or 14th. This is usually after a 
harvest season so itis also called 
the harvest festival. On the eve of 
Vishu we go out with our two: 


brothers to buy crackers. The next 
inorning at 4.30 our parents come 
and close our eyes and lead us to 
the pooja room. When we open 
our eyes we see a beautiful sight in 


front of us. What we see is the 
Vishu kani, which consists of a bow! 
of rice, some gold omaments, a 
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bunch of yellow laburnum flowers, 
yellow mangoes and yellow cucum- 
bers. There is a decorated mirror 
too! Then a coconut isbroken. Oil 
soaked wicks are placed in the two 
halves and are lit up to look very 
bright and pretty. A munduwith a 
golden border's pleated ike a hand: 
fan, and is placed on the table with 
a.gold coin. Alll these items ate 
symbols of prosperity. We all pray. 
Then my father gives each of us a 
rupee coin, 

After that we run out to burst 
crackers and rockets that light up 
the sky which is still dark, because 
all this is done before dawn. 

After all the noise dies dawn, 
‘our mother disappears into the 
kitchen, and our father, to his news: 
paper, Ourbrothers and we run to 
have a bath and get ready for the 
feast. Breakfast is usually simple 
because mother needs a lot of time 
to prepare lunch. Our father and 
‘our brothers go to the kitchen 
garden to cut banana leaves, We 
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wash them, dry them and lay them 
on the floor. Then we all sit down 
and our mother serves us one by 
one. We havea variety of delicious 
dishes like Olan, Kaalan, Avial, 
Kootu Kari, Puli Injee and so on 
Atthe end of the meal, our mother 
brings our favourite — Payasam, the 
sweet dish, There are two different 
kinds of payasam, white and brown, 
and we eat so much of both that at 
the end of it we feel like balloons 
and our brothers call us greedy- 
pigs. 

in Kerala, most of the people 
wearwhite. The men wear mundus 
(dhotis), while the women wear the 
mundu-vaishtis, draped like a sari 
cut into two. The traditional dress 
for-the girls is the long skirt and 
blouse, both brightly coloured. We 
love Kerala and are proud of 
being Keralites. We invite all of 
you to come and visit this land of 
greenery and beauty. 


Shubhra and Anjali. 














It was a dark and rainy night 
“Grandpa, grandpa!” cried I. “Tell us a thrilling story.” 
“Yes, yes,” said Shruti 
“Blood and Thunder, fight and drama,” suggested Pramod. 
“Killing! Knifing!” cried Prahlad, 
“Buta true story!” suggested Kalpana 

Grandpa was pleased. “Shh.” He said smiling wickedly. “Ifyou 
promise not to tell anybody, I'll tll you about an adventure I had, which 
rlobody, not even Grandma knows about.” 

“We promise. We won't tell anybody!” So that's how the tale 
began. Haunting, terrifying, all blood and gore. 


[GRANDPA AND GANGA’S GANG 





anga,” began Grandpa, 
in the. days of my youth 
jas known to be the most 
blood-thirsty, greedy, 
dacoit ever born, He would loot 
and kill without any pity or mercy. 
He would not even spare new born 
babies. (There was a chorus of 
horrified “aahs" from us at this 
point!) “Your grandma and I had 
just been married, and Iwas young, 
handsome and brave, ready to fall 
into any adventure that came my 
way. (There were ‘sniggers. ancl 
snorts from Pramod and Prahlad: 
at this juncture, but Grandpa ignor 
ed them.) 








“ hhe daughter of an im 
portant person from the 
neighbouring village was 
to be married, and our 
whole family except your Grandma 


and myself, were away at the wed 
ding, They were not expected until 
two days later. So there we were 
Grandma and |, that night, Me 
young, brave... ("Oh Grandpa!" we 
teased, Grandpa hurriedly conti 
nued his story.) 


ith only the deat watch: 

man Muthu to quatd the 

house and the fields, | 

locked up the house and 
checked the cowssheds. Then | 
went upstairs to sleep. It was then 
that your grandmother remem 
bered something, She had left the 
huge brass vessels’ in which she 
made pickles that ddyjin the court. 
yard of the farmhouses, She had 
asked the maids to wash them in 
the pond and leave them to dry in 
the courtyard of the farmhouses.” 














“You were young, brave, and strong,"came a voice 
Grandpa fell silent at her intrusion and stopped his narrative, 


“Grandma!” we all cried 








% h, Grandma," cried Shruti, 
“Grandpa is telling us a 
wonderful story, and you 
interrupt us.” 

“Oh, please go away,” cried 

Kalpana. 


“Well...” considered Grandma. 
Grandpa determinedly kept his 
mouth shut. 

“We will give you your chance 
tomorrow.” whispered Kalpana. 
“You can take revenge on Grandpa 
then.” Grandma wore a naughty 
smile, and walked out. But Grandpa 
sulked. He remained glum and 
silent, and we had to coaxand cajole 
him to continue the story. At last, 
he did, 


©,to oblige your Grandma 

~ she was beautiful and 
7) charming then — | put 

‘ona shawl and chappals 
and walked to the farmhouse. As! 
neared it, [heard loud coarse laugh: 
ter, coming from within. I peeped 
through a window and what should 
Isee there, but he notorious Ganga 
and his gang! Making merry in our 
farmhouse! Cooking their dinner 
in your grandma’s brass vessels! | 
wondered what to do. How was | 
to go back without the vessels? I 
had to somehow chase these 
dacoits away. So I thought of a 
plan 
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climbed the roof of the 
tallest of the farmhouses. 
The dacoit did not hear 
me, or see me because 
they were so immersed in theirjokes 
and dinner. As soon as | reached 
the summit, I gave a loud and high 
pitched yell like the howl ofa jackal 


i) hat was that?" stuttered 
one of the dacoits. “What 
was what?” demanded 


Ganga, clenching _ his 
fingers to stop them from trembling, 
*Cowards! Startled bya sil sound!” 
So the dacoits continued their 
merrymaking, and there was I 


“Win all any mig 
* and right blindly, a 
io the darkness.” 











crouched on the roof, awaiting 
another opportunity to take them 
unawares, 


mmersed as they were in 
their enjoyment, they did 
not see me as | silently 
and swiftly lowered myself 
to the edge of the roof on the inner 
side of the courtyard, And taking 
my chance, armed with just the 
dried branch of a quava tree, lleapt 
into their midst with a roar that 
made even my hair stand on end! 
("Do it now, Grandpa!" begged 
Pramod, butGrandpadid not oblige.) 


\N\ 














mee 











“But 1 trove in horror at what I saw before me. Ganga and his two best killers wood in 





front of me, brandishing the 
cruel men had nor eyen bothered to wi 





inch daggers with red and brown 





their knives afer their 





won't describe what 
happened next, It was a 
dangerous, breathtaking 
fight. Me, pitted against 
Ganga and his two blood-thirsty 
men!At last, the two men lay sense- 
less on the ground, and a breathless 
Ganga, lashed with his knife weakly 
atme, Itcut through my shaw! and 
made a huge gash my chest, down 
to my stomach, (Here Grandpa 
lifted his shirt to show us the relic 
of his great fight. Indeed, there 
was the ugliest looking scar you 
ever saw.....) 


H 
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arhacha-haha...." laughed 
Grandma, “I,don’t think 
Raja, long dead and gone, 
would appreciate being 


Portrayed as a bloodthirsty, merci 


less... hacha-ha, 

“Who was Ramu?” asked Kal- 
pana eagerly. 

“Ramu, hacha... Was. OUP... 
bull!” laughed Grandma, “When 
Grandpa was young, brave and 
handsome, he once tried to plough 
the fields all on his own... only. 
Raja didn’t like it! Before Grandpa 
could yoke him, Raja rushed at 
him, and gored him in one magni- 
ficent charge, Ha-ha...” 

Grandpa made a dignified and 
outraged exit. 














SAVE THIS WORLD 
Stop. in the name of air! 

you want to live 

Ina clean atmosphere 

You will have to start, 

Cleaning up the sphere 

Stop! Oh, save this paradise! 

Itused to be a place, 

You'd never want to leave 


But now the beauty’s running through, 
Like water in a sieve. = 


Mayo Chandrasekaran, aged 10, 


Ne EK 





anni, the little donkey, was in this wood?” Manni asked him. 
bored. Life was dull on the farm “Yes, indeed!” said the little 
and he wished something exciting Squirrel. “The fed fox lives here 


would happen. 7“ heis ted nae , 
“I'm going to the wood to look _ Manni pricked up his ears.” I'm 
ot adventure,” he said one day. _notafraid,” he said bravely, “I would 
“No, don't do that, little donkey,” like to see him. 
neighed the horses, “Something , “You wouldn't say that if you 
may happen to you. It is better for knew him,” said the squirrel wisely. 
you to stay here. There is danger “You should go back to the farm, 
in the wood.” then you wouldn't be in danger of 
“Yes, litle donkey,” quackedthe meeting him.” 
ducks, “It’s safe in the farmyard. Manni met many animals in the 
You shouldn't go outside.” wood and they all said the same 
ButManni’smindwasmadeup. thing. 
Onemoming the farmerleftthe _ “He is very cunning,” said the 
gate open by mistake, aid Manni deer. 
trotted through it. ‘He was off to “He is very strong,” said the 
look for adventure. rabbits. 
Soon he reached the wood. — “He’sawicked fellow. You can't 
trust him,” said the birds. 
“Are you talking about me, by 
any chance?" asked a sly voice. . 

















There he met a squirrel with a big 
bushy tail, and they became good __Alll the animals looked around 
friends. in fear. It was the fox! He stood by 

“Is it possible to find adventure the side of the path, smiling wicked- 
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Iy,showingall hisbig, sharp teeth. 

All the animals turned and ran 
as fast as they could. But Manni 
did not move. 








-! The animals walked with him 
‘Suddenly, Manni lifted his head _ back to the farm, and said goodbye 

and brayed so loudly that the whole at the gate. 

wood shook from end to end. “You must come and see us 
‘The fox was terrified. He had often,” said the deer, the rabbits 

never heard such a terrible noise “and the birds, 














before. ‘And sometimes, when Manni felt 
He put up his paws to cover his bored, he used to trot down the 
ears and then jumping into the road and go to have a chat with his 
bushes, ran off as fast as he could. friends in the wood. 
He never came back to that wood He still liked looking for adven- 
again. ture! 
All the animals were very grateful 
to Manni for getting rid ‘id of their Teja Novalkar, aged 13 


COMEDY 
SCHOOL 
HORROR 








The arctic and antarctic are 
the two poles at the opposite ends 
ofthe earth. The Arcticisa hollow 
at the top of the globe, while the 
Antarctic is a corresponding bulge 
at the bottom. The hollow at the 
top forms the Arctic ocean, while 
the Antarctic bulge forms the conti 
nent of Antarctica 

The North Pole was discovered 
by Robert Peary, an American 
explorer. The discovery of the 
South Pole,however, turned out to 
bbe a race between Robert F. Scott 
and Roald Amundsen. While 
‘Amundsen reached the pole suc 
cessfully, Scott's expedition was 
tragic. He and his men braved 
many rigours and reached the 
































Robert Seo 


‘South Pole only to find Amundsen's 
flag already there. They began their 
return journey but the terrible 
antarctic winter closed in on them, 
and they never made it back alive 
This might perhaps give you an 
idea of how cold and inhospitable 
the ends of the earth are 


Kober: Peary 





Roald Amundsen 


Of late, many expeditions have 
successfully made it to the Poles 
and back because explorers have 
anticipated the difficulties and have 
prepared themselves for it. Peary, 
Scott and Amundsen, however, 
were making ajourney into a totally 
unknown land. 
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appear seen from a vantage point 
ocean ringed by land, 


t the heart of the antarctic, is 
a Yast dome of ice formed by the 
snows of ages past. It is more or 
less a desert area receiving very 
little moisture in the course of the 
year. The top of this dome of iceis 
13,000 feet high and is called the 
* of j",and is about 
400 miles fron the South Pole itself. 


‘The actual continent of Antarctica, 
referred to as Marie Byrd Land has 
been pressed down by the weight 
of the antarctic ice sheet, which is 
the biggest of all glaciers: Thus 
most of this Marie Byrd Land 
appears to be below sea level, and 
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even if the weight of the ice were 
removed, it would probably not rise 
above the water. 

‘Aswe discussed in the last issue, 
all glaciers tend to move, even if 
they do so slowly. The ice-caps 
may take thousands of years to 
find their way to the ocean, 

‘This flow of ice to the sea causes 
a phenomenon called the barrier 
ice. The ice and glaciers that have 
slowly ‘crunched’ their way to the 
sea still maintain their glacial form 
and constitute a solid ice-shelf that 
is 400 miles long in the Ross Sea 
(look at the map of the South Pole.) 

If the antarctic is the home of the 
“ice sheet’, the arctic is the world’s 








greatest ‘freezer’ of sea ice. In the 
arctic winters, when the temperature 
of the salt water in the sea falls to 
about 28 degrees Fahrenheit, sea 
ice begins to form. This pack-ice 
remains for years, melting partlyin 
summer, and sometimes reaching 
athickness of 13 feet, before being 
carried south by currents. In the 
spring, the pack-ice begins to melt, 
and freshwater lakes spread across. 
the surface of the North Pole. The 
antarctic too, has pack-ice in winter 
‘which fills the bays and gulfs for 
many miles. 

‘The Arctic continentis compari- 


tivelymuch milder, and more favour: 
able to life. Though mostly flat and 
‘open, there is evidence of former 
life here. Fossils of warm-sea 
animals, leaves and trunks from 
warm temperature forests, petrified 
logs, and so on are found in abun: 
dance. 

Much of antarctica is mountain: 
‘ous with steep shores, with no 
‘exposed coastal plain to be seen. 
Several mountain ranges thrust 
through the ice-caplike the Queen 
Maud Range, and Mount Erebus 
which is the only live volcano in the 
continent (see map). 

The jagged Palmer Peninsula is 
the most exposed area in the antarc- 
tic and has more vegetation than 
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any other place on the continent. 
“There are just two kinds of flowering 
plants growing here. And among 


the lichens and mosses, live pen- 


guins, ticks, wingless springtails, and 
lice and flies. 





Polar iWlusions and Aurora 


The polar regions are alike in 
producing certain oddities of light, 
which isa result of notonly the way 
the earthis ited, butis also caused 
by the dark afternoons and the 
bright midnights. The oddities of 
light are such that one can see many 
suns, double or triple moons, and 
ther bizzare sky phenomena, 
Above all, they display the highly 
glittering northern and southem 
lights known as the aurora borealis 


‘The Midnight Sun 


YY ou might have heard of Nor 
way as the ‘land of the midnight 
sun’, Parts of Norway which are in: 
side the Arctic Circle experience 
these phenomena, The earth's rota- 















‘THE MIDNIGHTSUN isa phenomenon 
explained by the inclination of the earth 
‘om its ais as it travel in a elliptical 
around the wn, 

‘+ In June, the earth stands at position 1 
For one day, the earth iso placed that, 2s 
‘it revolves, the Arctic receives 24 hours of 
‘sunlight. During the same day, the Antarsic 
in in continual darkness 

+ In December, the earth sandsat postion 
2. In this postion, the Antarctic receives 
24 hours of sunlight, and dhe Arctic, 24 
hours of darkness 








———= 


and the aurora australis. 

Polar auroras appear in gor- 
geously coloured arcs, rays, bands, 
patches and curtains of light. This 
's a result of the charged particles 
from the sun striking the rarified 
gases of the ionosphere (a layer of 
the atmosphere) and illuminating 
them, ie,, these lights are made 50 
to 600 miles above the earth the 
‘same way as neon light is made in 
atube. The unearthliest thing about 
these lights is that there is no sound 
‘accompanying their displays. 


tion on its tilted axis causes this illu- 
sion. Because of this tilt which is 
23.5 degrees off the perpendicular, 
the earth in its annual orbit, inclines 
‘one pole towards the sun for six 
months, and the other for the rest 
of the year. So there are nightless 
days and dayless nightsin this area, 

There are many theories as to 
\why the polar regions have become 
so cold. Many think that the posi- 
tion of the poles change, and that 
they are moving constantly, Others 
think that'the cold is a result of 
volcanic erruptions that have 
sprouted dust and gases into the 
air, thus cutting off the supply of 
heat to the polar regions.... 


AURORA iba apaile ae 
etek Wah fe fone wee 

















l, was raining hard when — “Youcan'tbunkschool for that,” 
Lalitha woke up that moming, Her said Mummy firmly, and shooed 
sister Geetha was still asleep Lalitha into the bathroom, Geetha 
fethu aka!” shouted Lalitha looked tired and was only half: 
ingle, "Look! itis raining so hard awake 
outside that the road is filled with "Oh, Mummy!" she wailed, “I 
water, We can't go to school!" feel funny.” 
“Why not?” asked their mother, Her mother looked at her for a 
who had just entered momentand touched her forehead. 
“Our shoes will become wet,” It was burning hot. 
cried Lalitha. “Andimnaginewading “You are running a temperatyre,” 
through all that water anyway!" she said. “Lie down, I'll bring the 
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thermomete “L can't go to school all on my 
‘And so when Lalitha came out own, Mummy!" cried Lalitha. “How 

of the bathroom and got ready for can 1?" 

school, Geetha was still in bed. “Your school is just two streets 

Lalitha tried towake herup, butall away,” said Mummy, "And you 

shegotwasan annoyed “Oh!Leave know the way. So don't fuss.”” 








me alone!" for her pains. So, ten-year-old Lalitha set out 
“Mummy,” sald Lalitha at break- to school alone, for the first time in 
fast, "Geetha Is stil sleeping.” _herlife, wrapped securely in a bright 








raincoat with a hood. 
"ome with me, Mummy,” she 


‘She is not coming to school fl 
today,” 








pleaded, 

“I can't leave Geetha here alone, 
said Mummy, “You are big enough 
to look after yourself, Lalitha.” 

It was drizzling when Lalitha 
waded through the road in her 
slippers. The drizzle soon tumed 
into a shower. Gusts of wind blew, 
pushing her on towards the school. 

By the time she reached the end 
of the street, she was beginning to 
enjoy herself, The wind kept blow: 
ingher raincoat open. Her uniform 
was damp and her face was wet. 
Then, suddenly, the rain stopped; 
and at the end of the street, she 
saw with a sinking heart, the three 
boys standing there. One of them 
saw Lalitha and pointed her out to 
the others with a huge grin on his 
face. Lalitha's blood ran cold 


She stood still for a moment 
wondering what to do, her limbs 
cold with fright. They were the 
very same boys — the boys who 
had threatened Geetha and herself 
one bright morning three months 
ago. Lalitha could never forget 
that day, neither could she forget 
how her fifteen-year-old sister had 
handled the boys. What was she to 
do now? 

“| shouldn't show that I am 
scared,” she thought. Moments 
passed, Suddenly one of ther 
walked forward with a huge grin 
on his face. 

“Hi git!" hesaid. “Whatabeauti- 
ful raincoat!” The other two were 
soon at his heels. 





blackhandled umbrella that 
Lalitha’s Mummy had given her to 
use if the rain became hard, and 
which Lalitha had not opened. 

“Give .it to me,” said the first 
boy, “You have a raincoat. Why 
do you need an umbrella, too? It's 
poor boys like us who need it” 
‘The three of them laughed at that 
as if it were a big joke. 

“Why should I give you my 
umbrella even if youare p-p-poor?” 
replied Lalitha, her voice wobbling 
towards the end. 

“Oooh! The brave girl is putting 
up a fight!” said the third boy in 
glee, and made as if to grab the 
umbrella. As he put his hand 
towards it, Lalitha bit him as hard 
as she could on his wrists. 

“Oaah!” cried the boy. “Catch 





her!” 

But Lalitha was already running 
past them into the next street, This 
street was always crowded, full of 
school children and office-goers 
because the bus services ran 
through it. The boys followed her, 
but stopped at the entrance to the 
street. 

Lalitha looked up and stopped 
There was the history teacher. “Sir, 
sir!” she cried, “Those boys are 
following me and frightening me, 
sir!” 

* “What boys?” 

Lalitha tured, The boys were: 
gone! 

Intears, Lalitha told him her story. 
How Geetha and she had encoun- 
tered the very same boys three 
months ago at the end of their 
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street, and how, after that, their 
mother had accompanied them to 
school for a few days. The neigh: 
bours had been alerted, but the 
boys did not come back ~ tilltoday 

The history teacher listened, and 
said, "You were brave,Lalitha,” 

Back at home, Lalitha told her 
worried Mummy and her weak: 
looking sister about her escapade 
with the boys. Geetha smiled and 
kissed her. “You were brave, 
Lalitha,” she said 

But Mummy did not saya word, 
She was worried. 

“They might come back after a 
few days, or weeks, who knows,” 
she thought, and promptly rang 
up some friends in the neighbour 
hoad.. 

Soon, the house was full of 
30 





people, Geetha and Lalitha retrea 
ted to their bedroom. “Tell me 
what happened properly,” said 
Geetha, And Lalitha told her every 
thing all over again, 

“The three of them are about 
my age, maybe younger,” said 
Geetha, “But theyare bigger than 
you.” 

“Do you think they will come 
back again?” asked Lalitha. 

“They might. fthey are not found 
and caught before that.” 

Mr. Mehta, who lived three 
houses away, did catch them two 
days later, He brought them over 
to Lalitha’s house. 

“Are these the boys who frighten- 
ed you?” he asked Lalitha. She 
nodded and looked at her mother. 

“Where do you live?” Mummy 





asked the three boys 

The boys looked down and did 
not speak 

“They have no parents,” said Mr. 
Mehta, “Ihave talked to them and 
they feel sorry for what they have 
done.” 

“Yes!” said one of the boys, and 
went red as all turned to look at 
him. 

“Sit down,” said Mummy to the 
boys, “I'll get you something to 
drink,” 

Mr. Mehta followed Mummy into 
the kitchen, 

“The boys have been wandering 
the streets ever since they were 
orphaned,” he told her. "My wife 
and I are going to adopt them. 
They are good boys and are looking 
forward to going to school.” 

So a month later, Lalitha and 
Geetha found themselves walking 
to school with the three boys 
Karthik, Suresh and Kumar. The 


boys were shy at first, but soon 
made friends and settled down in 
school 

A year passed. Lalitha and 
Geetha were at an exhibition with 
their parents. 

“Hey! There's Karthik!” cried 





said Geetha, "Kent hardly looks 
the boy at the street-comer, does 
he?” 

‘And indeed, his hair neatly 
combed, and his clothes neat, 
Karthik did look different 

“Look Mummy, there's Lalitha 
and her family,” cried Karthik. 

As their mothers and fathers 
talked, Lalitha said with a naughty 
look in her eyes, “Still want my 
umbrella, Karthik?" 

“Thanks Lalitha,” replied Karthik 
smiling. ‘I've got my own,” 
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A gentle word, a kind look, 
A good natured smile 

Can shorten distances 

Of even a mile 

‘What sunshine is to flowers, 
Assinile is to humanity 

‘The best way to win friends, 


‘The answer to end enmity, 
Good words uttered 
Will always echo, 

What is the worth of anything 
> But for the joy it brings? 


MS. Brunda, aged 14. 
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ARAINY DAY 


‘The drops of rain 
Oh! What fine weather Bring farmers gain. 
‘When there is.a shower. ‘The tiver flows 
It's fun to play And cold wind blows... 
‘And be happy and gay. Oh, rain! adore you..... 
The grass js fresh 


Green and lush. Deepa K. Iyer, aged 10 





What isthe difference between. 
a) An elephant and flea? 





An elephant can have a flea, 
but a flea can't have an elephant. 


b) A glutton and a hungry man? 





‘One eats long, the other longs 
to eat 


¢) Aretired sailor and a blind man? 





ies 


One cannot go to sea, the other 
cannot see to go. 


d) A wrestler and 2 man with a 


bad cold? 
LP nm 
= 
wo 7 6 Ps 
a be 


‘One knows his blows, the other 
blows his nose. 


Tongue Tanglers. 


Say each of these aloud, over 
and over again, faster and faster 
each time 
1 Double bubble gum bubbles 
double. 
2. Tie twine to three tree twigs. 





3. He's wearing a short silk shirt. 





a 








aa Loose lips sink sailing ships. 


5 Cricket eric. 

6 Some shun sunshine, some 
shun shade. 

7. Agrowing gleam glowing green 

#8. Shoes and socks shock my shy 
sister. 

9.Two tired toads tried to toddle| 





to town. 
10. The sixth sick sheikh’s sixth 
sheep's sick. 





For the Quick-witted. 


How fast can you jump from a 
‘word to wordin’ a flight of fancy? 
Look at this example — 

‘A blotter is an ink-lined plane 

An inclined plane is a slope up. 

A slow pup isa lazy dog. 

Got the idea? Now try these the 

some way. 

a) How cana cowhaveninelegs? 
No cow has five legs 
A cow has four legs more than 
no cow, 








Therefore a cow has nine legs. 


b) Whywould you preferice-cream 
to happiness? 





Nothing is better than happiness. 
But icecream is better than no- 
thing 


c) If you were in a closed cell with 
no doors or windows and onlya 
mirror and a table, how would 
you get out? 


>) 


Look in the mirror and see what 
you saw. 

‘Take the saw and cut the table 
into half. 

‘Two halves make a whole. 





S Then get out through the hole. 
Computed by 
R. Lavanya Arthi, aged 13+ 
Ine 
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ost!" criesa voice, and how 
‘many times have we rushed out, to 
excitedly grab at a letter an old 
auntora friend has written. Some 
times, we even get our report cards 
by post — and how many times 
have we run to get it before daddy 
gets a peek at it! 

Buthavewe everthought of what 
happens behind the scenes? What 
the postman goes through before 
the letter arrives safely to your letter 
box? Very often, when the postman 
passes your house without visiting 
it, you screw up your face angrily, 
and say, “He never brings a letter 


for me!" But sit right to blame the 
postman or the postwoman (yes, 
we do have postwomen too)? 
‘Try putting yourself in Mr. Post 
man’s place. How he trudges up 
and down, (or if he has a bicycle, 
he rides up and down) street after 
street, stopping to drop the mail 
The post man's job varies from 
place to place. In big cities where 
there are huge bundles of letters to 
be delivered, the number of 
postmen is large, But in rural areas, 
one village might have just one 
postman! In that case, he becomes 
@ part and parcel of the village 








scene, reading out letters and tele: 
grams to the illiterate, celebrating 
with them when they receive good 
newswith a sweet or a refreshment. 

Incities, the postmen are assign. 
ed ‘beats’. That is, each one of 
them is allotted a certain area in 
which they work, Two postmen 
share one ‘beat’, The first postman 
reaches his office at 7.30 a.m, He 
takes the letters assigned to his ‘beat’ 
and goes to the table assigned to 
him, then sorts out the letters accord 
ing to the arrangement of houses 
anhis route, This he does to avoid 
the problem of going up and down 
the same street just because his 
letters are not in order. He then 
sets out at 8.30 a.m. to do the first 
round on his ‘beat’. 

Each postman coversa radius of 
5 km, on each of hig rounds. Most 
of them have cycles, which help a 





Jot, as walking long distances will 
take a long time, not to mention 
the physical strain that his legs will 
have to take! He gets back after 
two hours or so to take a breather 
between his rounds, 

‘The second postman who shares 
the same ‘beat' signs in at the office 
at 9,30 am, His job Is to take 
money-orders, registered letters, 
and the like, He has tobe especially 
careful about his group of letters as 
they are very valuable. His round 
starts at 10.30 am., and his visit 
usually brings a cheer to the house 
hold when he delivers an important 
parcel or money order. 

Now the first postman, fresh after 
the rest he has taken, does his 
second roundat 12noon, And the 
second postman does his second 
round at 4.30 p.m, And that is of 
course, the last round for the day. 


So much for their daily routine. 
Just think — whether itis rain or 
shine, the‘postman has to do his 
job, He has to brave the houses 
‘where ferocious dogs are constantly 
on the prowl waiting to pounce on 
him. And if he has to deliver a 
registered letter and is forced to go 
in to get the receipient's signature 
— he risks leg and limb at the dog's 
jaws, and gets his job done. 

To become a postman, one has 


to have passed the tenth standard. 
The retirement age is 58, and a 
pension is given, thus ending along, 
tiring, but interesting career with 
many an interesting anecdote to 
relate, 

After you read this, bet you will 
take a second look at your postman 
the next time he hands youa letter. 
A postman is a ‘superman’ in his 
own way. 


Anjali Menon. 















‘Ravi, what is the Bark, 

Outer part of the boy. 

Quay parto$ : fa | ; 
ST T dont know) 4 














B. Karthik Chander 


Doos are faithful animals and 
many interesting stories are told 
about their fidelity. This is one 
such story — 

A farmer was returning home 
one evening after having sold some 
sheep in a neighbouring town. He 
was on horse-back, and his dog 
ran beside him on the road 

‘The farmer had received so much, 
money for his sheep, that he could 
not carry them in his purse. So he 
put the coins into a lttle bag and 
fastened it to the saddle of his horse. 

A little while later, the bag of 
money fell to the ground. The 
farmer who was very, very tired did 
not notice that he had lost his 
money. But the dog did. 

It began to bark. As the farmer 
did not turn around, it began to 
bark louder still. 

At last, the angry farmer turned 
around and struck the dog several 
times with his whip. But the dog 
continued barking, 

Seeing that he could not make 
his master stop, the dog bit the 
horse on the leg. The enraged 
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Rajeshwari Ramanathan, 














farmer shot the dog with his revolver 
and set off again. 

A quarter of an hour later, he 
discovered his bag of money miss 
ing. But, alas! It was too late. He 
had lost a faithful friend 













SCRIPT: INDRA ANANTHAKRISHNAN PICTURES : LALITHA 


The story so far.. ~ 
Inthe town of Venice lived a wealthy merchant Antonio, He 
‘and Bassanio were good friends. 

Bassanio loved Portia, an heiress of Belmont, But to woo her, 
he needed money, and asked Antonio for a loan. But Antonio's 
‘money was invested in several ships, that were yet to return from 
their travels, and he decided to borrow from Shylock, a greedy 
‘and grasping money-lender. 

Shylock hated Antonio, but lent him three thousand ducats. 
He made Antonio sign a bond saying that if he did not return the 
money within three months, he (Shylock) would take a pound of 
Antonio's flesh, 

Meanwhile, Shylock’s daughter Jessica, had run away with 
Lorenzo, taking much of her father's wealth, Bassanio had won 
Portia’s hdnd, and his friend Gratiano, Nerissa's 

Three months passed; Antonio had lost his ships and was in 
prison, Bassanio set off for Venice. So did Portia and Jessica 








“Tanwean 
Hear me speak, 
Shylock! 


5 Tl have my bond: 
Lull have justice done. 
{will not hear you speak 









|“ The judge cannot 











(“ Shylock! Please 
hear me speak 








Tesh | 









Tam sure the judge 
ull never grant him 
this terrible bond. 










deny the course 
of the law. / 





‘The day of the tral. The 
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anybody. I wall 











Tam somry for you... Your adversary) 
is incapable of pty... or mercy, 





a sh 




















You may hate Antonio. But do 
all men kill the things they 


do not love? 








Does any man 
hate the thing 

he would 
not kill? 















rp ime 
\__ thousand you lent. 
Hey Vo 
: es. 
ce 


parta ducat, [would not 
take them, ~ I would 






































Terave she law 


and my bond! 




















The quality of mercy cannot be forced, 
itdrops lke the gentle rain of heaven 
upon the place beneath... Show mercy 


| will pay the money 
ten times over. 





I shall have justice 
Pt have my bond. 


P Let me look upon the 


bond. You shall get 


what it says | shall give him as much 
. money as he wants. 
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Have yous 
The bond is clear. ‘Open up your ee | 
‘Shylock shall have his pound chest, Anionio! | balance fo ei 
of flesh ‘The bond says. “ 
des the flesh nearest 
Vis | if 





(© worthy judge! O upright 
judge. You haw asound 
knowledge of the law. 





(_Thave that ready too, 
(\“‘Onoble judge! 


Prepare your bosom for his 
knife, Antonio, Shylock wil, 
have his bond, 






































your pound of flesh. 
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"But... how is 
that possible? 

















Is. that 
the law? 


Yes, Shylock. You get what 
your bond gives you! 


sought 
1 Venetian law 


calamity is this? 


O miserable fate! Am I 
to be condemned and 
imprisoned now? 








Tpardon your life, Shylock But 

your lands and your wealth shall 

be shared by your daughter 
dessica. and the stae 








see, st. that you have no real 
wish to give me anything, 

















Brease accept these 


three thousand 














/Mylordtooseemst\/~_ Sweet Ponta! — 
have come Lack gave that 


) without thening | tingtothe 














Oh not 
you? You've given the ring A. 
n -ather edylove 





How could you part so 
‘easily wth your wife's 
first gi? 


ane 





pa 2 re 

( esccudeoctmyltiand | FO vase Portal ——~ 
and pretend to have lost the ring How could you accuse 

| while defending it. Bs 





: ies 
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Fair lady! Pardon my friends. They did} 


not want to seem unggatefulto 
the lawyer. 
> 


I pardon him for 
your sake Antonio. 
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‘ 
T.. Merchant of Venice" is 
‘one of Shakespeare's most popular 
plays. He is considered one of the 
greatest playwrights that the English 
language has ever produced. 
Viyou are a regular reader of his 
plays, you will find them categorised 
under histories, comedies and tra 
gedies. Some of his great historical 
plays are ‘Julius Caesar’ and 
‘Antony and Cleopatra’; the great 
comedies — ‘As You Like It’ and 
‘AMidsummer Night's Dream’;and 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 





the tragedies — ‘Macbeth’, ‘King 
Lear’, etc. 

The themes of his plays are so 
‘exciting and popular that even 
today, people rush to see a movie 
of his plays, or to see them enacted 
on stage. 

We hope that reading ‘The 
Merchant of Venice’ in picture story 
form would make youwant to read 
Shakespeare's original play. Or 
you could read the stories of Shakes- 
peare’s plays in the book written 
by Charies and Mary Lamb. 








Did you read about Dhanroj 
Subba, my Nepali Guru, in the 
August issue of ‘Gokulam’? 

Now, read about another little 
boy who was my Guardian Angel. 
Dr. Subba, as I lovingly called him, 
belongs to the Nepali community, 
but this boy belongs to the Lepcha 
community. There is one more 
community, the Bhutias. These 
three communities — the Nepalese, 
the Lepchas and the Bhutias — 
live happily in the beautiful state of 
‘Sikkim, and are collectively 
the Sikkimese. 


Trvesa cold nightin December 
when I reached Singhik in North 
Sikkim, a remote village at an alti 
tude of 4,500 ft. above sea-level. 
And itwas 9pm. Can you imagine 
how cold it would be in a Himalayan 
State like Sikkim during December? 
December isthe peak winter season 
and the temperature at night times 
could touch minus zero degree 
centigrade (32° Fahrenheit), the 
point at which water freezes into 
ice! 

When I knocked at the door of 
Mr. Baknor Lepcha, the caretaker 
of the tourist bungalow there. a 
cheerful litle boy opened the door. 
He was very surprised toseea new 
man at such a late hour, because 
people in cold places like Sikkim 
go to bed very early (say by 8 p.m. 
itself), but get up quite early in the 
morning (say by 5 am. itself). 


I told him I was a tourist from 
Gangtok (the capital town of 
Sikkim) who had come to stay in 
the tourist bungalow fora few days. 
He immediately asked me to show 
him the receipt and verified it care- 
fully. How clever he is, thought. 
Finding everything okay, he asked 
me to wait for a minute. 

Alte later, he appeared wearing 
his woollen cap and a over-sized 
woollen coat of his father’s, tightly 
holding the key of the dak bungalow 


called in his little shivering fingers. He 


told me that hisname was Bokhok 
Lepcha, and that his father, along 
with many villagers, had gone on a 
religious tour. Was he studying, I 
asked him, He was in the 4th 
standard, he told me, and added 
that it was winter vacation for him. 
(Schools in cold places like Silkim 
declare a winter vacation of three 
months _ during — November, 
December and January, and have 
only a short summer vacation of 
15 days durina May/June). 

‘The Lepcha people are consider. 
ed to be the original inhabitants of 
Sikkim. tis felt that they might 
have originally migrated from the 
far eastern parts of India (like 
Assam), or upper Burma; they are 
racially akin to some of the hill 
tribes of Assam. Belonging to the 
Mongoloid race, they have the 
special features like small eyes, fair 
complexion and grow to a height 
of around 5 feet. Theyare gener- 
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ally mild and peaceful by nature 
Most of them have embraced 
Buddhism from their original 
animism, and some of them have 
recently been converted to Chris- 
tianity. Their language is also 
known by the same name, Lepcha, 
and it has its own script (written 
form). They generally prefer living 
in remote and inaccessible areas 
like the deep valleys and passes of 
the"mountainous state, and call 
themselves appropriately as the 
“Rong Pa” (‘the ravine folk’), And 
they lovingly call Sikkim ‘heaven’ 
(Nye-ma-el) in their language. 
Early in the moming the next 
day, as | was enjoying a close view 
of Mt, Khangchendzonga (Kanchen: 
junga), the third highest peak in 
the world, Bokhok Lepcha appear: 
ed like an angel from out of the 
fog, As he had promised the pre: 
vious night, he took me to a small 
waterfall which was flowing nearby, 
Crystal-clear water was flowing from 
aheight of a few feet. He told me| 
could wash and bathe there itself 
| ike an engineer, he had also arran- 


os 





ged forwater to pour into the bath 
room of the tourist bungalow with 
the help of bamboo pipes! 

Later, he took me to the hotel, 
showed me around the cardamom 
nursery, his school, the Buddhist 
monastery atop a hill, and also 
warned me not to stray near a 
dangerous landslide area 

When [left on the third day, he 
smilingly posed for a photo with 
the mighty Himalayas behind him 
with a promise from me to send 
him a copy. 

Though it is almost five years 
since | met him last at Singhik, the 
cheerful and duty-conscious face 
of my Guardian Angel is still fresh 
inmy memory. How well he per 
formed the duties of his father! | 
still admire him. He rnust have 
now reached the 9th standard, and, 
grown up also, Would you like to 
learn a few Lepcha words that he 
taught me? Here they are: knife 
ban: pit = deb; grave = cok: stone 

bum; oblong = bil 
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soc MAKE 
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Materials needed : 





An egg'shell, broken off at the top 
Plasticine 

Left-over wool 

Paints 

Beads 

Coloured Paper 


Method : 


Wash and dry the e 





plasticine in it, till one-third of the 


PLASTICINE 
Pic_(4) 


plasticine down well, without break- 
ing the eggshell. 
Glue down the bits of wool to 


ee 











shell has been filled. Press the 


wemees AND) mee 


DO 


the shell so that the opening is 
covered. The wool forms the hair 
of the Roly-Poly. Paint on the eyes, 
nose and mouth. You can make 
your Roly-Poly look happy, funny 


z 


spate cL 
YSIS LY 
or sad, 

‘Now you can decorate your Roly- 
Poly. String a short circle of beads 
so that it sits on Roly-Poly’s head 
without slipping down, Glue the 


string of beads to the 
You have a tribal Roly Poly. 
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Now Roly-Poly is ready to be 
rolled about. 


Rojeth G., aged 11 
= 





[Make a set of table-mats 


Materials needed = 


Coloured paper 
Sheets of chart paper 
Scissors 

Blade 

Glue 


Method 


Cut out the chart paper into 
sheets of size 16" x 10”. The size 
of the sheets depends on what size 
you want your mats to be. If you 
want smaller mats, cut out sheets 
of a smaller size 

Leaving one inch on the margins, 
mark out a rectangle within the 
chart paper sheet asin fig. 1. Then 





Using a ruler, mark out horizontal 
lines within the rectangle vou have 
drawn,like in fig. 2 





Now, using a blade, cut along 
the parallel lines that you have 
drawn, as in fig. 3. If you are not. 


se 











confident of doing this, ask your 
parent to help you. 

Now cut the coloured paper in 
strips one inch thick. Weave the 
strips of coloured paper in and out 
ofthe parallel strips on the sheet of 
cardboard as in fig. 4. When you 
‘end, glue the ends to the back of 
the sheet firmly. 


ae) 

‘Once you have woven the com. 
plete mat and glued all the edges 
down, decorate the one inch margin 
of the mat with paint or crayons. 
Oryou can use coloured paper cut 
into different shapes and glue them 
‘on the margin. 











Your mat is now ready. 

You can make a set of similar 
‘mats to present to your mother or 
father. 


Materials needed 


Halfa metre grey orblack coloured 
cloth 

Cotton stuffing from an old pillow 
Scissors 

Beads and buttons 

Needle and thread 

Embroidery thread 


‘Method : 


Fold the half metre grey or black 
cloth into half, Mark out a length 
of 16" on it, Then draw a rough 
‘oval, the shape of an egg; the oval 
should be 16” in length.(Fig. 1). 





ray : [ 
Cut the oval out and ask your 
mother to stitch the two sides to: 
gether on the sewing machine 
leaving the top end free; or you 
can stitch the two sides up yourself, 
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Once the two parts are sewn to- 
gether, turn it inside out, so that 
the stitches come on the inside. 
For the face of the pig, cut out a 
piece of cloth the breadth of the 
top end of the oval, in the shape 





given above. 
Sew it onto the top end of the 
oval using blanket or button- 
hole stitch, (Fig.4), Fold the edges 
of the ears into a roll and hem 
them with blanket stitch. 


i | 
oes 
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Now the face of the pig has been 
attached to the body, Sew on 
buttons for eyes, and two buttons 
close together for the pig's nostrils 
Using satin stitch or chain stitch, 
create a mouth for your pig. Emb 
roider a curly tail at the bottom of 
the cushion 

Now open out the top unsewn 
end of the pig-cushion and stuff it 
with cotton from an old pillow. (If 
your mother does not have a pillow 
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to spare, you can stuff your pig 
with rags or bits of cloth — but this 
will make your pig-cushion heavy.) 

Once you have stuffed your pig 
to the maximum, stitch the open. 
ends up together. 

You now have a decorative pig- 
cushion for your chair or bed. 
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Many thousands of years ago. 
penguins could fly. When they began to 
live in water, they learnt to use their feet 
as well as their wings, for swimming. 
‘Thus, over the years, the wings changed 
their shape, and the feathers grew smaller 
to help the penguins swim better. These 
wings are useless for fying 

‘The body of the penguin too, has 
adapted itself to the life it leads. It has 
become so heavy that even ifthe penguin 
were now given a pair of large wings, i 
will not be able to fy. 
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THE SEAHORSE 


‘The Seahorse is a member of the family 
of pipe fishes and has a bony body. It 
swims upright, propelling itself with the 
help of the solitary fin at its back, It ives 
among seaweed. When it wants to rest it 
coils its tail around a clump of seaweed to 
remain stil 

There are fifty different varieties of 
seahorses. They love warm, shallow water 
and live in tropical seas. 

‘When the eags are laid, the father fish 
keeps them in alittle pouch near his tail 
till they hatch, 
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WORD LADDER 


Change BIRD into FUND in just 
three moves, by changing only one 
letter in each move. 
BIRD E 


FUND 


Change MILK into TILT in the 
same way, in three moves. 


MILK, 









































SCRAMBLER, 


Unscramby 














Funny Number! 






37 (san odd umber, How, you 
may ask. Multiply it by 3,6, 9. 12, 
15 or any multiple of 3, and the 
‘result willbe a number where digits 
treallthesame, Thus,37X3=111, 
37 6-222. 37 %9 333,37 12 

= 444, and so on! 


| P. Dinesh Kumar. 
ee 
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Can you crack this code? 


Latha has sent a secret message 
to Arun, But poor Arun is unable 
todecipherit. Can you help him? 


H3!3 SIW Y45 P22P 3NT4 TH2 
HIS5NT2D SH2D T4D1Y! D3D 
Y45 $22 TH2 GH4ST? 

L2T 5S M22T N21R TH2 H15N 
T2D SH2D 1T F3V2 4’CL4CK 
‘TH3S 2V2N3NG, IND 3NV2ST3 
G1T2 TH3S MYST2RY. 


LITH1 


‘Answers on page 80 





REVIEW 


‘The Loss Prevention Associa- 
tion of India has brought out a 
little booklet entitled, “First Aid 
Guide for Children.’ It gives you 
details of what kind of accidents 
can happen, and what kind of first 


aid you can give to the victim before 


the doctor arrives. 

Ittells you clearly with illustrations 
‘what to do to save the victim imme: 
diately after the accident has hap: 
pened, It also warns you not to 
attempt too much on your own 
because you are not a doctor! 

‘You can get this booklet by send- 
ing Rs. 3/- by demand draft or 
uncrossed postal order to the LPA 
offices in your city or write to — 
Ador House, 6 - K Dubosh Marg, 
Fort, Bombay - 400 023. 





C2 


« Shiyamal was a © man, but 
a great miser. He wanted more 
and more money, One night as he 
went to bed, he heard a voice 
whisperin his ear, “Shyamlal, there 
is a bag beside you with only one 
gold coin in it. Take out the coin, 
and another will appear ints place. 
Inthis way you will be able to get as 
many gold coins as you want. But, 
when you {eel it is enough, stop 
taking out the coins,” 


Shyamlal was overjoyed. He 







looked beside him, and lo! — there 
was the bag. Reaching into it 
hurriedly, he brought out a gold 
coin, He putiton his bed, reached 
into the bag for the second time, 
and brought out another coin, 
‘And so it went. In this way Shyam 
lal spent the whole night taking 
coins out of the bag, and by 
morning, he had piles and piles of 
them. 

But the more coins he took out 
of the bag, the more his greed 
increased, Shyamlal was very 
hungry, but dared not stop, nor 
leave the magic bag for a minute 

Days passed into weeks, and 
weeks into months. Shyamlal grew 
old and sick, but he went on taking 
coins out of the bag and never 
stopped. And at last, there came a 
day when he was found beside a 
mountain of gold coins, dead, his 
fingers still clutching the bag 





Amit Sureka, aged 13 
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Thresmellsatue wasso beaut 
ful, that Raju wanted to take it in his 
hand and play with it. It was about 
20 ems in height, and jet black in 
colour, depicting ‘Kaliamardhana’ 
Krishna stood on the hood of the 


and his flute in the other; with a 
smile of pure happiness on his face. 
Avery nice decorative piece indeed, 
It was given to his father by one of 





snake, holding its tail in one hand, 








his friends, 
“Appa! This is very nice!" said 
Raju. “May keep it?” 
“What are you going to do with 
it? Itis meant for the show case" 
“But I like it, Appa, I feel like 
ooking at it again and ag; 
“Okay. You can keep it, Butsee 
that itis maintained well, t has to 











be dusted, and kept very carefully,” 
said his father. 

Raju was delighted. He took the 
box in his hand and went to his 
room, He wanted to keep the 
beautiful idol on his study table. 
But where was the place to keep 
it? All his books and notebooks 
were scattered on it. He removed 
the thingsand dusted his table. He 
then found a good table-cloth to 
spread on it. The whiteness of the 
table-cloth enhanced the beautiful 
black of the statue, He arranged 
his things neatly. His toorn looked 
cleaner and brighter already! 


Now a few words about Raju 
He was a good boy indeed. His 
only faultwas that he kept procrast 
nating. He ould postpone every 
thing, Although this habit had land- 
ed him in trouble several times, he 


hardly made any efforts to get 
oft 

Raju opened his Maths book and 
notebook. He did not feel like doing 
the algebra homework. “I'l read 
the non-detail text now. I can do 
the Maths in the morning when | 
feel fresh,” he thought 

Suddenly he remembered that 
the next day was Friday, and that 
hismother had asked him to accom- 
pany her to the temple. 


R etuctamiyhe opened his Maths 
book. He felt as if somebody was 
laughing at him, Nobody was there. 
Only Krishna standing on Kaliya, 
stood smiling. He read the Maths 
problem. He could not make out 
head or tail of it, He should have 
asked his father in the evening 


Now he’had left on a tour and 
would not be back for a couple of 
days! 

“Read it again,” somebody told 
him. He looked around. Nobody 
was there! He could hear his mother 
cleaning the kitchen. Anyhow, he 


read itagain. "A third time please!” -/ 7 


a sweet voice said. He knew that it 
was Krishna. He dared not lift his 
head. He read the problem again 
and was able to understand it! 
Within half-an-hour, he had finished 
his home work! 

When he got up the next 
moming, he tried to recollect the 
previous night's experience. He 
felt funny. But for the mysterious 
instruction, he would have simply 
postponed his Maths homework. 
As he gathered his books to go to 
school, he strangely felt like saying 
‘bye’ to Krishna. “Don't postpone 
anything. Remember cricket” Raju 
seemed to hear a voice say. 

He wasalttle early for school 
that day. He directly went to the 
‘Senior drilt master. Some of the 
boys were already practising cricket. 
The master was glad to see him. 

“So you are that Raju from St 
Xaviers,” he said. “Where were 
you all these days? Thank God 
you've core now, We are short of 
‘one hand. We are playing against 
the Bluebell School this Sunday. 
‘Thomas is ill with high temperature, 
and we need a good batsman, pre- 
ferabiy an opener. Come on, come 
with me.” 

They went to the pitch. The 
master was pleased to find that 
Raju was a good batsman. And on 





Sunday, Raju’ founa himself the 
‘opening batsman of the match 
against Bluebell School. 


‘The quarterly exarnswere over 
in September. On the day the 
school reopened, the answer 
papers were given out. The Maths 
feacher announced that Raju had 
stood fstin the subject from among 
the two hundred students in his 
class, 

“You were not so bright in the 
beginning. Did anybody help you 
prepare forthe examns?” he asked 

“Yes! Krishna!” Raju blurted out. 

“You have a brother? You must 
be happy having such a brother,” 
said his teacher. 

That night when Appa came 
home from the office, he called 
Raju. Amma was also there. 

“Raju! I arn happy you scored 
the highest mark in Maths. Your 
teacher is all praise for you. But | 
can't understand something that 
he said. He talked about your 
brother Krishna who helped you in 
your studies. Do you have any 


67 


friend of that name?” 

“Yes, Thave one friend of that 
name who helped mea lot, Cone 
and meet hin.” Raju took his father 
tohis room, The neat appearance 
of the room spoke volumes about 
the boy’s change in attitude, Krishna 
as usual stood smiling, holding the 
tail of Kalia, Raju told Appa about 
his experience. 









‘Appa laughed and thoughtit was 
a dream or some kind of hallu 
cination. “The boy has a fertile 
imagination,” he thought to himself, 

It may have been a dream, or 
simply, imagination, But Krishna 
did bring about a change in Raju 
Don t you agree? 





KRISHNAVENI RANGANATHAN. 
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IMPOSSIBLE?! 


One bright morning 
Ona cloudy night, 
Two dead bodies 

Got up to fight. 

Back to back 

They faced each other, 
Drew their swords 
And act each other. 
Or 


The two dead guys 
Ifyou think 

This is not true 
Ask the blind man, 
He saw it too. 








| CROSSWORD 





























ACROSS DOWN 
4, Bard turns dull when seen] 1. Capable. (4) 

backwards. (4) 2. Not all of it. (4) 
6, Was slain by his brother in the] 3 Everything. (3) 

Bible. (4) 5. Positions in class. (5) 
7. Antsforbreakfast, ants fortea...| & Mimic. (3) 

Who am 1? (8) 9, Mother Ganga. (5) 
10. Employ. (3) 10. Do othersas you... (4) 
11, Adam's mate. (3) 12. Secret Agent 707. (3) 
14. Lured into a (4) 13. Owns. (3) 

15, A bright and ___ room. (4) 
16. Affirmation. (3) 
t 





Selonon on poe to | 





A\ Goudotivedinavilage ith 
his seven sons, The task of taking 
their cows out to graze was given 
10 Gopal, the youngest one 

While the cows grazed, Gopal 
would sit on a rock and carve 
pictures on it. One day, as he was 
doing so, the cows slowly strayed 
deeper and deeper into a nearby 
forest, where a Rakshashi and her 
children lived. 

Only when Gopal stood back to 
admire his work, did he notice that 
the cows were missing. He decided 


not to go home that.night, for he yo 


knew that he would be scolded 
So he spent the night in a cave. 

When it grew dark, his brothers 
came searching for him, but could 
not find him. 

The next morning, a tired Gopal 
crept out of the cave and dragged 
himself towards the forest, in search 
of his lost cattle. 


Me 


BRNWJAL 


Suddenly, he heard a faint voice 
cry, “Let me go with you. l'Ilhelp 


u 
Gopal looked around, but saw 
nothing. So he stood still and 
listened. Again, the voice called, 
“Let me go with you. 1 want to 
help you.” 

This time Gopal could make out 
that it came froma tiny hole in the 
ground. 

“Don't be frightened," the voice 





reassured him. “I'm onlya brinjal 
Let'me come with you, and I'llhelp 
you find your cows, Carry me in 
your pocket. I'll show you the path 
you should take.” 

So Gopal walked with the brinjal 
in his pocket, and it led him to a 
Rakshashi’s cave. The Rakshashi 
had four sons and one daughter. 
“The cows are with her but her 
sons have taken them out to graze. 
Leave me hear the door of the 
cave and tell the Rakshashi that 
{you want to stay with her, and work 
as her cow herd," said the brinjal 

Gopal did as he was told, and 
spoke to the Rakshashi, She agreed 
to let him stay. So Gopal went out 
every day with her sons and the 


cows, 
One day, the Rakshashi felt like 


eatinghim. So she tied athread to 
Gopai’s leg while he slept, intending 
to eat him at midnight. The brinjal 
saw this, and as soon as the 
Rakshashi went off, untied the 
thread from Gopal's leg and tied it 
to the leg of her eldest son. At 
midnight, the Rakshashi felt her 
way with the help of the thread 
and unknowingly ate up her eldest, 
son. 

Only when she saw Gopal still 
alive the next morning, did the 
Rakshashi realise that she had eaten 
her eldest son by mistake, She felt 
sad, but was stil determined to eat 
Gopal. So. that night, she again 
tind the thread carefully to Gopal's 
leg, after of course examining his 
face carefully to make sure it was 
not one of her sons, 








Bat the next morning, she found 
to her dismay, that she had eaten 
her second son, and Gopal was 
still alive. However, she did not 
give up, and soon all her sons were 
no more. 

On the fifth day, as Gopal set 
‘out with the cows, she said, “I will 
bring lunch for you this aftemioon,” 
and licked her lips gleefully, for 
she intended to make Gopal her 
lunch, that day. 

The brinjal ‘guessed this. So, 
rolling like a rubber ball on the 
grass, it followed him, 

On the way't cried, "Gopal, today 
the: Rakshashi is going to kill you 
and eat you when she brings you 
your lunch. Sit on the neem tree 
near the lake. I will attract her 
‘Attention, and you can push her 





into the lake.” Gopal agreed 

At mid-day, the Rakshashicame 
with her’ daughter to give Gopal 
his lunch, but he was not to be 
seen. Telling her daughter to sit 
on a rock near by, she looked for 
him, and at last saw him sitting of 
the tree. 

“You boy!” she cried. “Because 
of you, Host my four sons. Today, | 
shall kill you and eat you up!" And 
she began to climb the tree. 

Atthat moment, the brinjal rolled 
near the Rakshashi's daughter and 
pinched her. The gitl screamed 
and began to cry loudly. The 
Rakshashi slithered down the tree 
and tried to calm her, while she 
wondered who could have pinched 
her. She looked around and heard 
the voice of the brinjal from a hole 
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inthe ground. She peered intothe, human-voiced brinjal, it rolled on 
hole, and at that moment Gopal the grass and went back to the forest 
jumped down from the tree and_ to help other people who needed 


pushed her into the lake. Seeing 
her mother drowned, the Raksha- 
shi’s daughter fled. 

Gopal retumed tothe village with 
the cows, His family were glad to 
see that both, he and cows, were 


help. 


K. Balaji Krishnamurthy, 
coged 14 


safe. As for'the teeny-weenylittle, Based on a Kannada Folktale, 








WHAT IF THE HeGHT OF 
Movnr EVEREST 2 





YES, SIR! 
I MEASURED IT 
INTHE 
GEOGRAPHY 





K. Murali Krishna, aged 13 
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JUST LIKE ME 


I went for a walk 

‘And what did I see? 
‘The sun in the sky 
Shining down on me! ! 
Houses in yards 

All along the way, 
People on the pavement 
Happy and Gay! 
‘A.woman walked by 
‘Aman came too 

‘A dog waaged his tal 

A cat said mew! 
Everybody sriiled 
Happy as could be, 
Going for a walk 
Just like me! 



























MY SIOR 


Teter nsinonsteire 
Lwas expected, So I was kept in 
the incubator at Sion Nursing 
Home, The surgeon had asked 
my parents to take me to him every 
week for a check-up, after two 
weeks in the incubator. Water had 
collected in mybrain, he explained, 
and a major operation had to be 
performed after removing that 
water, 







Atthe Sion Nursing Home, every 
alternate day, water was drawn out 
of my head, with the help of a 
syringe, My mother used to say 
that my piercing cry would force 
her to leave the place because she 
could not bear to hear me ery in 
pain, 

At last | was ready for the opera: 
tion and my parents were asked to. 
take me to the Bombay Hospital 





forit. Would you believe how old 
was then? Just four months! 

At the Bombay Hospital, a fort 
night later, Lwas operated upon by 
the surgeon. A fine, hair-like valve 
was inserted into my head just 
above the left ear. This valve was 
meant to help circulate water 
through my head. The surgeon 
also warned my parents that the 
valve could get choked after three 
to four years, and then a fresh one 
would have to be inserted. 

Exactly four years later, I started 
getting severe, persistent head- 
aches and my eye-sight grew dim. 
Iwas at that time attending the Jr. 
Kg. class in Manjunath Vidyalaya 
The surgeon advised a second 
gperation. So | was taken to the 

bay Hospital again. The opera- 
ition proved successful, but was 
‘painful for me because | was four 
and had begun to know things. My 
ad was shaved, and different 
Kinds of ointments were smeared 
on my scalp, Then Iwas taken to 
the operation theatre. 
This time there were stitches all 





over my body. ‘The surgeon had 
inserted the valve from my head 
into my heart through my right 
shoulder. Aftera fortnight’s stavat 
the hospital ! went home. 

You would be surprised to know 
what funny things the valve could 
do. Once, in front of my parents. 
the surgeon pressed the valve on 
myhead. Ina few seconds, the top 
portion of my head sank in, creating 
ahollow there! And lo! Two minutes 
later, my head returned to its ori- 
ginal shape. 

More than ten years have gone 
tyafter the second operation. With- 
out failing in any class, | have 
reached Std. X. The results are 
out and | have managed to get 
63%. Is it not a divine wonder? 

Everybody asks me what will 
happen to the valve in my head. | 
do notknow. {only know that with 
Divine Grace, the love of my parents, 
and the goodwill of my friends, | 
can look forward to a bright, healthy 
future! 


Deepa Dattotreyan, aged 15 
7 





sw» that Gandhi founded an ashram 
in 1917 in Kochrab, a village near 
Ahmedabad? This was later shifted 
toa place on the banks of the Sabar- 


mati river. This became the famous 


KNOW? 





.» that Gandhiwas inspired by the _..... that Gandhi evolved the Satya 
books of Leo Tolstoy? Both ex- graha or Passive Resistance move 
changed letters —Gandhiwasthen ment when he was in South Africa 
ayoungman settingout on acareer, fighting for the privileges of the 
and Tolstoy was an aged and esta- Indian settlers in the British 
blished writer Colonies? 


B 





q 


wi that Gandhi was on a ship sailing 
to India from South Africa, when 
World War I broke out? 

















England for the round table confe- 
rence, he stayed in East End with a 
friend, Muriel Lester. He made 
friends with the neighbours, and 
‘Uncle Gandhi’ was very popular 
with the children, 


that on October 2nd, his birth. 


day, the children of East End pre: 
sented him with two wooly dogs, 
three pink birthday candles, a tin 
plate, a blue pencil and some jelly 





sweets that Gandhi treasured and 
brought back with him to India? 


\ 


.»« that Gandhi disliked waste and 
was very frugal? He would never 
discard anything without making 
full use of it 





contested Rajiv Gandhi in the 
Amethi constituency in the 1989 
Parlimentary Elections, and lost, is 
the grandson of Mahatma Gandhi? 
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Solution to Jumble - Bumble! 


Suntlower 
Lotus 

Rose 

Water Lily 
Morning Glory 
6, Jasmine 

7. Hibiscus 

8. Poppy 

9. Daisy 

10. Pansy 


Answers to Scrambler! 


1, Raja Ram Mohan Roy, 
2. Jawaharlal Nehru 

3, Mahatma Gandhi 

4, Sarojini Naidu 

5, Jhansi Rani 





Answer to ‘Can you crack this 
code?’ 


Hi! | saw you peep into the 
haunted shed today! Did you see 
the ghost? 

Let us meet near the haunted 
shed at five o'clock this evening 
and investigate this mystery, 


Latha 





MILK 











SILT, 
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TILT 


Answors to '??1' 


A) 57,64,801 
B) 43 











Page 70 





This s a story that studies the qualities of selfishness and unselfish 
ness, love and happiness, Shunashepa is the embodiment of unselfish 
ove. In this play, he is asilent victim to the selfishness of all around him 
But his strength of mind saves him in the end. 
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Characters 





Raja Harishchandra — King of 
Ayodhya 

‘Sage Narada 

‘Queen — Wife of Harishchandra 
Varuna — Lord of the waters 
Rohit — Son of Harishchandro 
Shunashepa — The middle son of 





Ajigartha 
Sage Vishwamitra 
Ajigartha — A descendant of 
Angiras. 
Other Sages 

Ath 

$ 
Scene | 


(A room in the palace of King 


Harishchandra of Ayodhya. He is 
pacing up and down with a sad 
and worried expression on his face. 
Enter Sage Narada.) 


Sage Narada : Narayana! Nara: 
yana! 

King : (Suddenly looks up. Is 
pleased to see the sage. Walks 
towards him palms joined in a 
Namaskaram.) Welcome, Osage! 

Sage Narada : May you be bless 
ed with wealth and good fortune! 

King : Wealth and good fortune 
are mine by your grace, But I lack 
the greatest of all fortunes — a 
child 

Soge Norada : So that's what has 
been worrying you. Pray to Varuna 
for one.... but 





King : But? 
Sage Narada : You will have to 


give the child up to him once it is 


born 

King : What!? How could [? 

Sage Narada : Yes, Maharaja 
You will have to abide by that condi 
tion, 

King : How can | surrender my. 
child to Varuna? (pauses) Yes. | 
will, [shall pray to the Deva. 

Sage Narada : May the child you 
desire be yours. 

(The King bows to the sage as 
he leaves the room.) 


Curtain 


Scene II 
(The same room in the King’s 


palace. Enter king and queen 
The queen is carrying a new-born 
baby in her arms.) 





King : By the grace of Varuna, a 
child is now ours. 


Queen : (laughing down at the 
baby.) See how Rohit gurgles and 
laughs! Oh! See him wave his little 
hands about! 





(Enter Lord Varuna.) 


Varuna : Raja Harishchandra! 
King : (turns, and looks startled. ) 
Welcome, Varuna! Welcome, O 
Lord of the waters! 

Varuna : | have come to fulfill 
the promise you made to me. 
King : This is my only child 
Please let me keep him till | see 
him toddle at least 








Queen : Please agree, O Varuna. 
How can a mother give up her 
child as soon as it is born? Let us. 
have the pleasure of seeing him 
take his first steps. 

Varuna : (smiling) So be it! 

(Exit Lord Varuna.) 

king : Never forget, my queen! 
Rohit is ours, but only for a brief 
period, He belongs to Lord Varuna. 
(Closes his eyes.) That was the 
condition made before his birth. 

Queen : (Looks down at the baby 
in her arms.) Alas my Rokit! You 
are mine and yet not mine.. 


Curtain 


Scone tit 


(The King is seated in a room in 
the palace, He is looking worried 
and sad. Enter Rohit, a boy of 
twelve, wearing armour and carry- 
ing @’sword.) 


Rohit : Father! See how I fight! 
(Swishes his sword about.) Father! 
Look! Father... 

(The King does not look up.) 

Rohit : Father! What is the 
‘matter? Why do you look so sad? 

(The King slowly looks up. Then 
hugs his son.) 

King : Myson! will have to give 
you up to Varuna. 

Rohit : (Pushing his father away) 
What? What are you saying, father! 

King : Yes, my child. T was to 





as you were bom. But I begged 
him to let me keep you till we coulé 
‘see you walk. When Varuna came 
for you again, your mother and | 
begged him to wait tllwe had seen 
you don your armour. Now that 
you have, we will have to sacrifice 
you to him, 
Rohit : (upset) How can you 
father? No, no! 
(Runs out of the room crying.) 


King : Rohit, Rohit! Come back, 
my son! 





Curtain 
Scene IV 


(The palace of Ayodhya a year 
later. The king is ill on his bed, his 
body swollen with some malady.) 


King : (Sits up and covers his face 
with his hands.) Alas! A year has 
passed since my Rohit ran away! 

(Enter queen.) 

Queen : Do not upset yourself, 
my Lord! Take rest! (Aside) What 
strange malady is this? His body 
swollen, and... Oh! The wrath 
of the gods is. upon us, for suté 
(Pauses. Then shakes her heaa 
slowly. Rohit, Robit! My son! Where 
are you now? 

(Enter Rohit suddenly.) 
Rohit : Here | am, mother! 
‘Queen : Are my eyes deceiving 

‘me? My son! (She embraces him.) 
The King sits up on his bed. 
King : Rohit, my precious Rohit! 
Rohit : Father, I heard of your 








illness. Don't worry anymore, 
father. Ihave come witha solution 
for all our problems. 
King : Why did you leave us? 
Where were youll these months? 
Rohit : Oh! Wandering here and 
there, [heard of your, illness and, 
As | wondered what I should do,an 
‘old man advised me to return home. 


Queen : Praised be that unknown 
old man! 

Rohit : And then... as | wondered 
how I could avoid being sacrificed 
to Varuna, | came across a brahmin: 
family 

King : And then? 

Rohit : Anidea struck me! | asked 
the parents for one of their sons 
The elder was loved by his father. 
and the younger, was the belov 
‘of the mother. So the middle one 
was given to me. 

King ond Queen : (together) 
Given to you? 

Rohit : Yes. Offer him to Varuna 
in my place. 

King : Is it 

Rohit : Why not? (Calls out.) 
Shunashepa! 

(Enter a brahmin boy about four 
teen years old.) 

Rohit : Father, this is Shuna 
shepa, son of Ajigartha, a descen: 
dant of Angiras. 
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Scene | 


(A yagna is being performed. 


The'king and queen are watching 
the sages conduct the rites along 
with the chanting of the mantras.) 


Soge 1 : Bring forth the sacrificial 
animals! 
(Exit King. He returns with Shu- 
nashepa,) 


King : Here’he is, O Sages! 

Soge Vishwomitra : This cannot 

be. We cannot sacrifice a human 
being. 

King : Varuna will accept him, O 
sage! 

Vishwamitra : How can we tie 
him to the stake to be slaughtered? 
No, Varuna would not want us to 
shed human blood. 

King : The sacrifice shall proceed. 
I shall fulfill my promise to the Deva. 


(A sage steps forward.) 








Soge : For a gift of a hundred 
cows, I shall te the boy to the stake. 
Vishwamitra : Who are you? 

Sage : | am Ajigartha, father of 
Shunashepa, and a descendant of 

Angiras. 

King : So beit! A hundred cows 
are yours! 

(Shunashepa walks upto the 
stake and silently stands there. 
Allgartha ties him up. The other 
sages go around him to perform 
the rituals.) 


Sage 2 : No! This cannot be! A 
human sacrifice? No, no! 
Sages : We cannot do it! 
Aligartha : Then Iwill... for an- 
other hundred cows. 
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Vishwamitra : Ajigartha! You 
sold your son for a hundred cows 
out of poverty. Now greed forces 
you to kill him. You cannot do 
this! 

King : The hundred cows are 
yours. Proceed! (Ajigartha takes 
the sacrificial sword and walks up 
with it to Shunashepa.) As he is 
about to use it, Shunashepa closes 
his eyes and begins to chant, 

Shunashepa : O creator of the 
world! Your name shall shine 
among the immortals. 

(Background music asifto show 
the chanting of amantra as Shuna- 
shepa is doing so. As the music 
stops, the ropes that bind! Shuna- 
shepa slip to the ground, and the 
sword drops out of Ajigartha’s 
hand... Enter Varuna.) 





Lord Varuna : You are free, 
Shunashepa! You have seen light! 
‘Pillar of happiness’ by name, and 
a ‘pillar of happiness’ you have 
become, 


(Exit Varuna.) 


Sage3 : Lookat the king, Heis 
cured of his malady! 

(Sighs of ‘aah’ and ‘aha’ from 
the people gathered there.) 


Vishwamitra : O Shunashepa! 
You are indeed an enlightened one. 
Sit with us as we complete the 
yagna. Your place’is among the 
greatest sages. 

‘Ajigartha : No, no! He shall sit 
with me” He is a descendant of 
Angiras.. 




















wamitra and the other sages to 
Vishwamitra : He is no more complete the yagna, Ajigartha exits 
your son. You have sold your rights ‘and the play ends.) 

for a hundred cows, He shall sit 

beside us and learn all that he Sureiay 

wishes to! Come, Shunashepa! 


(As Shunashepasits beside Vish- 
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‘Amar, aged 8, 
Bombay. 





What is a microfridge? 
Recta Fernandes, aged 10, 
Bombay. 

‘The microfridge is an appliance 

that has a freezer, a refrigerator 
and a microwave oven, all in one 
structure that is 122 cmis high. It 
uses as much electricity as an ordi 
nary refrigerator. 

But, when cooking is being done 
‘on the microwave oven, the freezer 
and the refrigerator are temporarily 
turned off; and when the oven is 
switched off, the other two are auto- 
matically switched again, 


What is ‘slang’? 
M. Anita, aged 11, 
Tanjavur. 


‘Slang’ denotes the words or 

phrases that are commonly 
Used in spoken language, but are 
not, accepted as standard English. 
For eg: Yuppie’ sa slang for young 
urban professional’, Or take the 
sentence, “He is loaded”, where 
the word ‘loaded isa slang for' He 
is very wealthy,’ 

Sometimes, some of these slang 
words become so common and 
widely used that they become an 
accepted part of standard English, 
So many of the words that you use 
ow may have been considered 


‘slang’ fifty years ago. 
People in certain classes of 
society or certain professions may 


use ‘slang’ words that can be under- 
stood by only those who belong to 
the same class or profession. 

‘Slang’ is actually a short and 
brief way of using words with 
meaning, 


How did Kathak originate? 
Sheola S., aged 10, 
Bombay. ' 


Bsr has its roots in katha 
t 









or story-telling. A band of story 

ellers who were attached to temples. 

in North India, narrated stories from 

epics. Later, they began toillustrate 

the stories with mime and gesture, 
‘That is how kathak originated. 


In the 15th and 16th century, 
the Radha Krishna legend became 
very popular. Kathak absorbed this 
legend, too,into its dance-form, 





How does the comel go with- 
lout food and water for so 

long? 

D. Anand, aged 13, 

Madras. 


IN The camel carries within its 
hump, food stored in the form 
Of fat,andstores water in special 
cells within the lining ofits stomach. 
Even if these food and water sup- 
plies are exhausted, the camel is 
able to survive by eating certain 
thomy and salty plants of the desert, 
It's also able to sense out water: 
spots in the desert, 
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Thave read the discussion Kavi 
tha and Malavika have had. I would 
like to share my views on the subject 
with you. 

‘A woman has a very important 
place in society. Itis necessary for 
a woman to be educated. After 
all, child learns its first lessons in 
the lap of ts mother. Ifthe mother 
{suneducated, what would the child 
leath? 

Besides, girls are intelligent 
They could become excellent 
doctors and scientists, for example. 
Then, why shouldn't they be edu- 
cated and trained for whichever 
field they excel in? 

Women should work. Butifthey 
work when their children are 
young, the children will miss the 
Tove and care of their mother. So 
instead of working when the 
children are young, women should 
complete their education, then get 
married, but work only when their 
children are old enough 

‘The government should encour 
age them to work at that time and 
discourage them from working 
when their children are small. In 
this way, they can look after their 
children but still work although at 
a later age. 

All said and done, educated and 
working women do have a great 
hand in the progress of the country. 


Arpita Ghosh, 
Bombay - 400 094. 





| think that when both the 
husband and wife work, both should 
share the responsibilities of doing 
housework and looking after the 
children, I think that fathers too 
can bring up children as well as 
mothers do. 


M. Guruprasad, aged 12, 
‘Madras 


Malavika and Kavitha have not 
discussed the woman's position in 
society fully, They have come to 
thier conclusions under the assump: 
tfon that women should make good 
‘wives and mothers even when they 
areworking. We never ever accuse 
the men of being bad fathers, do 
we? 





‘Mollika Kapoor, aged 13, 
jew Delhi. 





I don’t know why people make 
such a difference between boys and 
girls — because both are equally 
intelligent and are capable of doing 
the same kinds of work. Just be- 
cause the woman gives birth to the 
children, don’tthink that she alone 
gives them love. A father's love is 
different and a mother's love is 
different. A child needs both 
equally 


Aditya Prasad, aged 14, 
Madras. 
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Mace and Arjun were playing 
as usual in the empty plot behind 
their house. Today they played 
football, each taking turns to kick 
the ball as high possible. Arjun 
gave the ball a hefty kick and it 
sailed gracefully over the walls of 
The FourLions,abig house on the 
other side of the empty plot. 

“t's fallen inside The Four 
Lions," whispered Meera, her eyes 
round. 

“it fallen inside The Four Lions," 
repeated Arjun horror struck. 

The Four Lions was a huge 
square compound with high walls. 
Fierce-looking lions, made of 
cement sat on the walls at each 
comer of the square. Nobody knew 
who owned the house, for it remain: 
ed empty throughout the year. 

The gates lay on the other side. 

“It’s Shekar’s football,” said 
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Megra 

“And we took it without telling 
him," said Arjun. Shekarwas their 
elderbrother and theywere scared 
of him, They remembered the time 
when they had borrowed his tran- 
sistor radio and broken it. Shekar 
had been very, very angry. Meera 
shivered. 

“We have to get the ball back 
somehow!” 

“Yes,” said Arjun. Let's walk to 
the other side, to the gates, and 
see if someone is around.” 

The huge gates to The Four 
Lions were rusty, and there were 
weeds all over the place. The house 
was dark, except for a dim light 
shining in one of the upstairs 
windows. 

“There is someone living here!” 
exclaimed Arjun 

“Let's go and ask them if we carts 
take our ball.” 


L.. Jet's! agreed Meera. 

Arjun pushed at the gate, and it 
opened silently 

They went to the verandah of 
the house and searched for the 
bell switch. 

“Here itis,” said Meera, and she 
stood on her toes and pressed the 
switch. 

“Tring!” it rang. 

But no one answered the bell. 
So they pushed the door. 

“Cre-e-ak" it went as it slowly 
opened wide. Suddenly Meera saw 
their ball held out bya hand from 
behind a curtain 

‘She was about to reach out forit 
when Arjun cried out, "Come out, 
” Out came a man with a frigh- 
tening face covered with wrinkles, 
Arjun and Meera fled in terror 
towards the gates. But to their 
horror, just as they reached them... 
the gates swung shut with.a firm’ 
lick, They were locked in! 

Suddenly The Four Lions sprang 
to life, and rushed at them from all 
four directions, 

One of the lions, his gleaming 
red eyes glowing like litle points of 
fire, was closing in on them, They 
stood petrified, their backs pressed, 
against the gates watching it come. 

“Ar..jun!” stammered Meera, 
“Lets do something!” 

She turned towards him, 

He was gone! 

“Agjun!” screamed Meera, “Arjun! 
Where are you?" 

Meera was terrified. To her sur- 
prise, the lion pointed to a hole 
and ordered. “Walk in!" Meera 
could not escape, so she obeyed 





and walked into the hole. Itled to 
a room where there were many 
machines; all operated by lions. In 
comer of the room, she saw Arjun 
tied with a rope. As she ran towards 
him shouting, “Arjun!” she was 
stopped by the man with the frighte- 
ning face. 

“Don't go near him, “he wamed. 
“{ am going to change him into a 
lion.” 

Arjun was tumed into a lion, 
The man with the frightening face 
laughed and laughed. 

Meera began to cry. “Arjun!” 
she shouted, The man went towards 
the lion that was once Arjun, and 
untied it. He then whispered some: 
thing in it’s ear. 

‘The next moment, the lion began 
to chase Meera. “Oh no! Arjun... 
It's me, your sister!” she cried, as 
she ran towards the door, It was 
shut tight. “Help! cried Meera. 
“Save me! Help!” 

Meera fell down with a thud on 
the floor, and lo! The floor swung 
open beneath her. She fell head: 
long into a swimming pool, She 
swam to the surface and looked 
around, 


There were three gitls tied toa 
pillar in the corner of the room. 
One of the girls told Meera, “I am 
Jyoti. We were trapped here by 
that evil man, He changed my 
father into a lion and pushed me 
down here with these two girls 
Swim as fast as you can, and escape 
through the stairs on the let 















Meera nodded and looked up. 
She screamed aloud. 
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** A huge boulder dangled on a rope above the 
girl's heads. Jyoti explained, "The evil mon plans to cut 
the rope at midnight.” Meera was shocked. She tried to 
cut the rope that bound them, and succeeded. Then 
Meera looked around. 

To her astonishment, the swimming pool, and the 
stairs had vanished! They were trapped! 

But luckily Jyoti spotted o small door, and it wos 
open! They crawled through it to another room. It was 
dark there. Jyoti groped for the light switch, but there 
seemed to be none. 
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1. Continue the story, but de net complete it. 
2. Your entry should not exceed one hundred words. 
3. The best contribution will receive a prize of Rs. 25/-. 
‘** Thismonth’swinner _S. Rajagopal, 
’ 1 = 67/1, Derebail Konchady, 
(Near Rice mill); 


= Mangolore ~ 











Passengerina taxi : Driver!Don'ttake 
the Lends so fast! I's scary! 
Driver : Don't worry, sir. Just close 
your eyes like Iam doing! 
1. Suresh, aged 13 





Mr. Raw + You must really try to keep 
your house clean, Mrs. Shyam. Clean: 
Tiness is next to godliness. 

Mrs. Shyam + In my house, Mr. Ram, 
cleanliness is next to impossible! 


GSripriya, aged 13 





Tippu : What do you call your 
mother'selderand younger sisters? 
dfarish + Maximum and minimum. of 
R, Marini, aged 13 


MASTER ! 
GiveME 
FOOD... 





THEN, 
WAY DON'T YOU 
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© J "Hey! What's that in Little Master's hand? 
v Have the stars come down to celebrate?’ 
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Granny Believes - for good 

education a strong 
foundation 
is a must. 
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